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The others were surprised. They had not
been thinking of the Ball. They had not thought
it out of the way. Everyone knew what these
Masquerades were. Once you wore a mask. . . .

'Why, Christabel,' Maria said amiably (for
when she could rise above her own worries she
was a kindly woman), ' the Ball is well enough.
A very fine Ball. A Masquerade must always
have a certain licence/ (But nevertheless she
thought' This is a pandemonium/)

Judith, who had been standing looking into
the outer room, wondering where Georges was
(she could not see with her small stature over the
heads of the dancers), thinking that at least he
might once that evening have sought her out, felt
an instant desire to take Christabel in hand, to
reassure her, to persuade her that everything was
well, to make her happy again (and behind that
she was still wondering about Georges, thinking
that her love for him was a sort of poison in her
blood, a poison that she would never, never be
rid of).

* Yes, Jennifer has no modesty,' Rose said,
bending her long neck. (Was that Pomfret
laughing with that girl in white, there near the
window in the farther corner?) * Her father per-
mits her to do as she pleases. Amelia has been
playing cards instead of doing her duty. I never
liked the girl: swollen with self-approval. They
say that at Vauxhall the other week . . .' She broke
off, for Maria Rockage's hand was on her arm.
Jennifer was standing, quite close to them, alone,
looking into the ante-room.